You are all winter, icebound, with snow falling,
appointed against love with icicles,
and shall I wait to dispossess your spells,
who mock the poet while you praise his calling?
Your ancient race is but a spur that's galling
your servant languishing in beauty's cell,
but have a care lest you find some one else,
kinder to age, your cruelty forestalling*
Love's such a child he needs must babble truth,
as that, though proud and beyond dreaming fair,
it is a sin to scorn a faithful heart*
I cannot touch the April of my youth,
but love me still despite my changed hair,
and when yours changes I'll have learned the art*